, Tbemfi lamentable Tragedy ^ 

5^wf.T>ttieheadsoftliernaides>or their m«id€tt-heads,tal:e 
it in what fenfe thou wilt- ... „ . . ' 

Grer. They muft take it in fenfe that feele it. 

Samp. Mee they Hiallfeele while lam able to ftand ; and ti* 
knowne lama prettj pieceof flefh. . r~ - . > 

Gre? ’Tiswellrhou-art not fi(h; ifthouhadft ,.thou nadlt 
beenefoprejohn: draw thy.toole, here comesof che houleof 
Mount agues* 

Enter two other Servingmen . 

Samp. My naked weapon is out,quarrell, I will backe thee. 
Greg . How, turne thy backe and runne ?. 

Samp. Feare me pot. ^ 

Greg . No marrie,Ifeare thee ! 

Samp. Let us take the Law of our fides, let them begin- 
Greg, I will frown as J pafleby,& letxhem take it as they lift. 
Samp. Nay as they dare:I will bite my thumb at them, which 
is a dilgrace to them ifthey beare it. 

A hr a. Doe you bite your thumb at us fir ? 

Samp. I doe bite my thumb fir. U- 

Ahra . Doe yon bite your thumbe at us fir T 

Samp. Is the law on our fide, if I fey I 2, • -Ji - 

Greg. No. 

Samp. No fir, I doe not bite my thumbe at you fir, but I bice 
my thumbe fir. 

Greg. Doc you quarrell fir ? 

Ahra. Quarrell fir, no fir. 

Samp. But if you doe fir , I am for you , Iferve as good a man 
as you. 

ts4bra.No better. 

Samp. Well fir. Enter B>znvo\io. 

Greg. Say better, here comes one of my Maftcrs kinfrnen. 
Samp. Yes better fir. 

Ahra . Yon lie* 

Samp. Draw if you be men , Gregory remember thy fwaflhing 
blow. They fight. ■ )\ 

Ben. Part fooles,put up your fwords, you know not what you ! j 
doe. ^ i 

Enter 




§f Romeo and Juliet# 

r#**rTibalti 

7 i^fr.What?art thou drawne among thefe heartlefle hinder? 
Turne thee BenvolioAooke upon thy death. 

Ben. I doe butkeepe the peace, put up thy fword. 

Or mannage it to part thefe men with me. 

Tib . What drawne and talke of peace ? I hate the word, 

As I hate hell, all Mount agues , and thee : 

Have at thee Coward. 

Enter three or four e Citizens with clubs or parti fans. 

Offi.Clubs, bills, and partifans, ftrike, beat themdowne 
Downe with the Capulers 9 downcmththcMountagues. 

Enter old Capulet in his gowne, and his Wife. 

£ap. What noife is this ? give me my long fword hoe. 

Wife. A crutch, a crutch , why call you for a fword ? 

Gao. My fword I fay, old Mount ague is come, 

And flourifhes his blade in fpight of me. 

Enter old Mountague and his Wife . 

Monn.Tbou villaine Capulet : hold me not, let me goe. 

M Wife a. Thou fhalt not ftir one foot to leeke a foe- 
Enter Prince Eskales, with his trains . 

Prince. Rebellious fubje&s, enemies to peace, 
Profanersofthis neighbour-ftained fteele. 

Will they noc heare ? what hoe, you men, you beafts, 

That quench the fire of your pernicious rage 
With purpje fountaines ifluing from your veincs. 

On paine of torture, from thole bloody hands 
Throw your miftempcr’d weapons to the ground, 

And heare the fentence of your moved Prince. 

Three civi 11 brawles bred of an ayrie word. 

By thee old C apulet and Mountague , 

Have thrice diftuirb’d the quiet of our ftreets, 

And made V tronas ancient Citizens 
Caft by their grave befeeming ornaments, 

To wield old partifans in hands as old, 
ancred with peace, to part your cancred hate : 

Jt ever you difturb our Greets againe, 
our lives fhall pay the forfeit of the peace. 


